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person, susceptible to joys and sorrows, and changing
with them. And I wasn't quite sure whether I was
the richer or the poorer for that change.
I drove in a daze, through the streets that I knew
so well, the streets of the city which were now more
familiar to me, streets in which little people lived, and
where I now realized there were little joys and little
sorrows of which I had never heard nor thought and
where there was poverty and squalor and riches and
unhappiness and over which passed a constant stream
of human beings whom I had never seen and whom
I would never know. There was a monotony of
sameness in their faces, if I looked at them as I had
always looked upon people from the precincts of my
garret, but if I looked at them differently, with kind-
ness in my eyes, there was also a beautiful oneness in
those same faces and it made me wonder if it was
really true that God had reflected His image in man
The asphalt, the concrete, the drab cement
moved under me and there was a mild consciousness
of covering space but more than that I did not know,
for I was driving blankly through it all, heading to
meet a friend who was leaving for an unknown desti-
nation, probably never to return
I regained a sort of consciousness as I went into
Ben's room and felt the chilly atmosphere created by
his air-conditioning plant. The abrupt contrast had
shaken me and I was getting allergic to sharp
contrasts and to changes of climate and mood
and fortune. In a way it was a bad sign, for